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A pleafant Comeiie , of 
And fweare to mend her fluttifh hufwiferie. 

Fai. I warrantyoul will performe your will. 

Hu. Where is Peadi go you & fee where Brokers 
And Foxe-eyed Seriants with their mafe, (fleep, 
Goe laie the Pro&ors in theftreet. 

And pinch the lowfie Seriants face: 

Spare none of thefe when they are a bed. 

But fiich whole nofe lookes plewand red. 

Jguic. Away begon, his mind fulfill, 

And looke that none of you ftandftill. 

Some do that thing, lome do this. 

All do fomething, none amis. 

Hir Hu. Ifmellamanofmiddle earth*. 

F*l. God bleffe me from that wealch Fairie. 

Looke euery one about this round,. 
And if that any here be found, 
lor his preemption in this place. 

Spare neither legge,arme,head, nor face. 

Sir Hu. Seel hauefpied one by good luck, 

His bodie man, his head a buck. 

Fal. Godfend meg®od fortune now,andI care 

Quic. Goftrait,and doaslcommaund, (not, . 
And take a Taper in your hand, 

And fit it to his fingers endes, ✓ 

And ifyou fee it him offends, 
Andthatheftartethat the flame. 

Then is he mortal!, know his name: 

If with an F. it doth begin. 

Why then be fimre he is full of fin. . 

About.it thcn,and know the truth, 

Of this fame metamorphifed youths 
Sir Hm Giue me the Tapers, Twill try 
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s the nlerry tykes of^nAfof. 

They put theT*pierst)/hJsfngers,4ndbefl4risi\ 

Sir Hu. It is right indeed,he is full of lecheries, 
and iniquitic. 

gtuc. A little diftant from him ftand^ 

•And cuery one take hand in handy 
Aod compaffe him within a ring, 
firft pinch him Well, and afterfing. 

Here they pinch him, and (ing about him , & the Hoc* 
'tor comes one way & Jleales awaya boy inred. And 
Slender another way betakes a boy ingreene : And 
■ Fenton Jleales mifieris Anne,beingin white . And 
a noyje of hunting is made within : and all the dai- 
ries runne away. Faljlajfepulles of his bucks head , 
and rifes vp. And enters M. Page, M. Ford, and 
their w iues, M.Sb allow,Sir Hugh. 

r Fal. Horne the hunter quoth you : am i a ghofb* 
Sblood the Fairies hath made a ghoft of me ; 

What hunting at this time at night ? 

He lay my life the mad Prince of Wales 
Is ftealing his fathers Deare. How now whohaue 
we here,whati$ all Windfor ftirringr’ Are you there?.' 
Shal. God faue you fir John Faljlajfe. 

Sir Hu. God pleve you fit/ohn,God pleffeyou* 
Pa. Why how now fir fi^what a pair ofhorns-. 
in your hand ? 

Ford. Thofe homes he mentto place vpon my 
And M.Sw&andhefhouldbe the men: ( head , 

Why how now fir John, why are youthusamazedf r 
We know theFairics man that pinchedyou fo, 
lour throwing in the Thames, your beating well,, 
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